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—ILDEGERTE— 
[Continued from page 105. | 


SCARCELY had the pleafing fenfations cau- 
fed by the letter of Swend (as before ftated) . 
in the breaft of Ildegerte, had time to dilate, | 
when the caftle was alarmed by the cries of the 
flying and the wounded, who fought, after the } 
death of Swend, in her abode, a fafe retreat 





to her ftandard, and evinced, by their impati - 
ence, their love for the favorite of Thora, and 


| their deteftation of Canfried. ’ ie 
[To be Continued’, } 1 a a 30 i 





ANECDOTE. 


MALEK, vizier of the calif Moftadi, having 
gained a confiderable victory of the Greeks, 





from the fury of the conquerors—among this 
number was one, who, from the general wreck 
of the day, had preferved the helmet and plume 


of Swend—he had {worn to Odin not to deliver 


it into the hands of any knight, who would not 
folemnly pledge himfelf to the Gods to avenge 
on the head of Cantried, the death of the youth- 
ful Swend, and numerous warriors flain in bat- 
tle: In the general confufion and enquiries of 
the inmates of the caftle, concerning their com- 
ing to the refidence of their lady, the hereine 
encountered the knight who bore from the fight 
the plume of Swend—he was faint and near 
expiring—She wifhed to become the avenger of 
the man whom fhe imagined, a little while ago, 
was to have become her hufband ; the expiring 
warrior, at firft, hefitated in delivering the fa- 
cred pledge to her ; he withed the aid, (as he 
fuppofed) of fome more powerful arm; fhe, 
however, at length prevailed, and the dying 
chief, as he gave her the plume and helmet, 
exhorted her to perfevere in the grand caufe 
which fhe had undertaken, and appeafe, by the 
death of Canfried, the manes of his beloved mo- 
narch ; but Ildegerte wanced not a fpur of this 
kind to urge her to vengeance——For a fhort time 
fhe betook herfelf to mourning and prayer, at 
the conclufion of which fhe funtmoned her maids 
around her, and declared her intention of col- 
leCting together the remains of Swend’s army, 
and -with the afliftance of the female warriors 
who might be diipofed to aid the caufe, make 
battle againft the now more than ever detefted 
Canfried. She was not deceived in her expec. 
tations, for from all paris-the Amazons flocked | 
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; 
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took their emperor prifoner. Having caufed 
him to be brought before him in his tent, he 
afked him what treatment he expected from his 
conqueror. ‘* If you go to war as a king,” re- 
plied he, fend me back to my dominions, if as 
a merchant, name my ranfom; if asa butcher, 
cut my throat.” He was immediately fent back 
without ranfom. 





THE VETERAN SOLDIERS. 


DURING the American war, cighty old 
German folders, who, after having long ferv- 
ed under diflerent.monarchs of Europe had 
retired to this country am }converted their [words 
into plough-fhares, voluntarily formed them- 
felves into a company, and diltinguifhed them- 
felves in various actions, on the fide ofliberty. 
The captain was nearly one hundred years old, 
and had been in the army forty years, and pre- 
fent in feventeen battles. The drummer was 
ninety-four ; and the youngeft men in the «orps 
on the verge of feventy. Initead of a cockade; 
each man wore a piece of black crape, as a mark 
of forrow, for being obliged at fo advanced a 
period of life, to beararms: ‘* But, faid the ve- 
terans, we fhould-be deficient in gratitude if we 
did not adi in defenceof acountry; which has 
allorded us a generous afylaum, and protected 
us from tyranny and oppreffion.’? Such a band 
of foidiers never before; perhaps, appeared in 
any field of ‘battle. 
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concil atvag the affections of his brother writers. He certiinly peffeffed a 
great thae of arrogance, and was defirous of ruling the realms of Parnat- 
fus with a defpotic feeptre. Th.t he was not always tuccefsful in his thea- 
trical co npofitions, is evident from his abufing, in their title puge, the 
actors and the public. In this he has been imitated by Fielding. 1 have 
collected the three fatyric odes, written when the reception of his Naw 
Ins, or Toe Lisut Heart, wamly exafperated the irritzble dilpofi- 
tidn of our poet. 


He printed the title in the following manner : 


¢ New Inn, or the Light Heart, a comedy never acted, but mof negli- 
gently played by{ome, the King’s Se:vants ; and more fqueamithly bere'd 
and cen‘ured by others, the King’s fubj:éts, 1629. Now at laft fer #t li- 
berty to the readers, his Majelty’s fervants and fubjects, te be judged, 
1631," 

At the end of this p’ay he publithed the fo'lowing Ode, in which he 
,breatens to quit the tage forever 5 and turn at once a Horace, am Anacreov, 
and a Pindar. 


€ The jut indignotton the author took at the vulgar cenfure of his play, - 


be:at this ioilowing ode to hinfeif. , 
* Come, leave the loathed flage, 
And the more loathed age : 
Where pride and impudence (in fa‘hion knit) 
Ufurp the chair of wit * 
Taditing and arraigning every day 
Something thoy calla play. 
Let their faftidious, vaine 
Coramiffion of the braine 
Runen, and rage, fweat, cenfur: and condemn ; 


They were not made for thee, lefs thou for them. 


¢ Say thatthou pour’ them w' eat, 
Aad they will acor. s cat : 
’T were fimple fury, fill, thyfelf to waite 
On fuch as have no tafte ! 
To offer them afurfeit of pure bread, 
Whofe appetites are dead ! 
No, give them graines their fill, 
Hutks, draff, to drink and {wili’ 
If they love lees, and !eave the lufty wine, 


Eavy them not their palate with their (wine. 


€ No doubt fome mouldy tale 
Like Pericles*; and ftale 
As the fhrieve’s crufts, and nafty as his fifh- 
-Scraps, out ef every dith . 
Thrown forth, and rak’t into the ¢ammon-tub, 
. May keep up the play-club: 
There {wespings doas weil 
As the be ft order’d meale. 
For whe the rclith of thefe guefls will fit, 
Needs fet them but the almes batket cf wit. 


And much good do’t you then, sas 
Brave pluth ond velvet men 


Canf e deon oats, and fafe in ycur flage clethes, 
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BEN JOHNSON. 


TEN JOHNSON, like mott celebrated wits, was very urfortunate in 


D re quit, upon their oaths, 
The fagers, and the flage wrights too (sour peers) 
Of ‘larding your large eurs 
Wich their foul comic focks, 
Wrought upon twenty blocks: 
Which if they’re torn, and turn'd, and patcht eneugh 


The gamefters fhare your guilt, and you their fluff. 


© Leave things fo proftitute, 
And take the Alczick lute, 
Or thineown Horace, or Anacreon’s lyre ; 
Warm thee by Pindar’s fire ; 
And though thy nerves be fhrunk and blood be cold, 
E’re years have made thee old, 
Strike that difdain ful heat 
Throughout, to the'r defeat : 
As curious foo's, and envious of thy firsin, 


May, bluthing, {wcar no pally’s in thy brain, 


¢ But when they hear thee fing 
The glories of thy fing, 
His zeal to God, and his juft awe o’ermen; 
They may blood thaken then, 
Feel fuch a flefh-quake to poffefs their powers, 
As they thall ery like ours. 
In found of peace or wars, 
No harp cre hit the ftars, 
In tuning forth the acts of his fweet reig-, 


Aad raifing Charles his chariot ’bove his wain.’ 


This Magifterial Ode (as Langbaine calls it) wis anfwered by 3 M®- 
Feltham, who has wrttten with great acerbity the retort courteous: his cha- 
racter of the poet fhould be attended to, 

* Come leave this fawcy way 
Of baiting thofe that pay 
Dear for the fight of your declining wit : 
’Tis known it is not fit 
That a fale poet, juft contempt once thrown, 
Shou!d cry up thus his own, 
I wonder by what dower, 
Or patent, you had power 
Let’t fuffice, 
Had you been modeft, y’ad been granted wile. 


From all to rape a judgement. 


* ’Tis known you can do well, 
And that you de excell 
As a tranflator ; but when things require 
A genius and fire, 
Not kindled heretofore by others’ pains, 
As oft y’ave wanted brains 
And art to ftrike the white, 
As you have leveli’d right: 
Yet if men vouch not things apocryphal, 
You bellew, rave and {patter round your al, 















Jug, Pe.ce, Peck, Fy, and all 
Your jefts fo nominal. 

Are things fo far beneath an able brain, 
As they do throw a ftain 





Thro’ all th’ unlikely plot, and to difpleafe 
As decp as Pericles, 
Where yet there isnot laid 
Before a chamber. maid 
Difcourfe fo weigh’d}, as might have ferw’d of old 


For {chools, when they of love and valor told, 


‘ Why rage, then ? when the thew 
Should judgment be, and know ¢ 
-ledge, there are pluth who fcorn to drudge 
For ftoges, yet can judge 
Not only poets’ loofer lines, but wits, 
And all their perquifites. 
A giftasrich as h gh 
Is noole poche: 
Yet though in fport it be for kings a play, 


Tis next mechanics when it works for pay. 


¢ Alcaeus lute had none, 
Nor loofe Anacreon 
Ere taught fo bold affuming of the bays 
When they deferv'd no praife. 
To rail men into approbation 
Is new to your’s alene : 
And profpers not : For know, 
Fame is as coy, as you 
Can be difdainful ; and who dares to prove 
A rape on her, fhall gather fcorn, not love. 





¢ Leave then this humour vain, 
And this more humorous ftrain, 
Where {a!f-conceit, and choler of the blood, 
Eclipfe what elfe is good : 
Then, if you pleafe thofe raptures high to touc h 
Whereof you boaft fo much; 
And but forbear your crowa 
’Till the. world puts it on: 
No doubt, from all you may amozement draw, 


Since braver theme no Phaebus ever faw.’ 


To confole dejefted Ben for this juft reprimand, Randolph, the adopted 
i octical fon of Johnfon, acd-effed hum with all thar warmch of grateful 
ticdiion which a man of genius fhould have felt on the occafion. 


‘ Benj donot leave the ftage 
*Caule ’tis.a loathfome age ; 
For pride and impudence will grow to» bold, 
Whes they fhall hear it told 
They frighted thee: Stand high as is thy caufet 
Their hifs is thy applaute : 
More chy didaa jak weres 
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Had they approv’d thy vein : 
So thou for them, and they for thee were born; 
They to incenfe and thou as much to fcorn. 


* Will’t thou engrofs thy ftore 
Of wheat, and pour no more, 
Becaufe their bacon-brains have fuch a tafte, 
As more delight in maft : 
No! {ct them forth a board of daintics, full 
As thy beft mufe.can cull 
Whilft they the while do pine 
And thirft, midft al! their wine. 
What gteater plague can hell itfelf devife, 
Than to be willing thus to tantalize? 


€ Thou canft not findthem fiuf, 
That will be bad enough 
To pleafe their palates : let ’em them refufe, 
For fome pye-corner mufe ; 
She is too fair an hoftefs, ’cwere a fin 
For them te like thine Inn : 
’T was made toentertain 
Guefts of a nobler ftrain ; 
Yet if they will haveany cf thy ftore, 
Give:hem fome fcrap:, and fend them from thy door. 


‘ Why fhou’d the fcene\be mute 
"Cause thou canft touch thy lute, 
And fring thy Horace . Let each mule of nine 
Claim thee, and th’art mine. 
*T were fond, to let all other fam expire, 
To fit by Pindar’s fire : 
For by fuch ftrange neglect 
I fhould mylelf fufpet 
Thy pallie* were as well thy brain's difeafe, 
If they coud fhake thy mufe which way they pleafe. 


* And tho’ thou well cant fing 
The glories of thy king, 
And on the wings of verfe his chariot bear 
To heaven, and fix it there ; 
Yet let thy mufe as well fome raptuues raife, 
To pleafe him, as to praife. 
I would not have thee chufe 
Only a treble mufe; 
Bui have this envious ignorant age to know, 


Thov that canft fing fo high, canft reach as lowre. 

* This play, Langhaine fays, is written by Shakefpea. 

+ The names of feveral of Johnfon’s Dramatis Perfone. 

$¢ New Ion, Act ILL. Scene 2.—A& LV .Scene 4. 

§ This break was purpofely defigaed by the poet, to expofe 
that awkward one in Ben's third ftanza. 

|| His man, Richaré Broome, wrote with fuccefs fevernl come- 
dies. We had beem the amanuenfis or atcendant of Johnfon. The 
epigrara made againft Ben ‘or the afiiftance W. Broome gave 
him, appears to have been berrowed from this pun. Johnfon has 
inferted it in Broome’s Life. 

4] tie had the pally at that time, 


; 
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PERSONAL BEAUTY PRODUCED BY 
MORAL SENTIMENT: 

IN the countenance t! 
to perfect beauty, which arewholly produced by 
external caules, colour and propertion : and it 
will appear, that even in common eftimation 
thefe are not the chiel, but thar though there 
may be beauty without them, yet there cannot be 


rere are but two requifites 


beauty without fomething more. 


The fineft features ranced in the molt exact 
fyminetry, and heightened by the moft bloom- 


_ ing complexion, muit be animated before they 


can {trike ; and when they are ammated, will ge- 
neraliy excite the fame paflions which they ex- 
prefs. If they are fixed in the dead calm of in- 
fenfibility, they will be examined without emo- 
tion ; andif they do not expreis kintnefs, they 
will be beheld without love. Looks of contempt, 
difdain or malevolence, will be reflected as from 
a mirror, by every countenance on which they 
are turned. 


Among particular graces, the dimple has al- 
ways been allowed the pre-eminence, ani tle 
reafon is evident; dimples are produced by a 
fmile, and a fmile is an expreflion of compla. 
cency ; fo the contraction of the brows ino a 
frown, as it isan indication of a contrary temper, 
has always been deemed a capital defect. 


The lover is generally at a lofs to define the 
beauty by which his paffion was fuddenly and 
irrefiltibly, determined to a particular object; 
but this could never happen if it depended upon 
any known rule of proportion, upon the fhape 
or difpofition of the features, or the colour of 
the fkin: he tells you that it is fomething which 
he cannot fully exprefs, fomething not fixed in 
any part, but diffufed over the whole: he calls 
it afweetnefs, a foftnefs, a placid fenfibility, or 
gives it fome other appellation, which connects 
beauty with fentiment, and exprefies a charm 
which is not peculiar to any fet of features, but 
is perhaps, pollible to all. 


‘This beauty, however, does not aways confit 
in fmiles, but varies as expreflions of meeknefs 
and kindnefs vary with their objects ; it is ex- 
tremely forcible in the filent compliment of pati- 








0 ee 2 ee Ere eee 





Tue BALTIMORE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 


ent fufferance, the tender folicitude of friendhhip, 
and the glow of filial obedience ; and in tears, 
whether of joy, of pity, or of grief, it is almott 
irrefiftible. 


This is the charm that captivates without the 
aid of nature, and without which her utmoft 
beauty is ivettectual. Butit cannot be aflumed 
as a mafk to conceal infenfibility or malevolence : 
it mult be the genuine effect of correfponding 
fentiments, or it will imprefs upon the counte- 
nance a new and more difgufting deformity, af- 
fe&tation: the {miles and the languifhments of 
art will vanith, and the fiercenefs of rage, or the 
gloom ef difcontent, will either obfcure or de- 
{troy all the elegance of fymmetry and complex. 
ion. 


Beauty depends principally upon the mind, 
and confequently may be influenced by educati- 
on. It has been remarked, that the predomi- 
nant paflion may generally be difcovered in the 
countenance ; becaule the mufcles by which it 
is exprefled, being almolt perpetually contracted, 
lofe their tone, and never totally relax ; fo that 
the expreflion remains when the paffion is ful. 
pended ; thus, an angry, a difdainful, a fubtle, 
and a fufpicious temper is difplayed in characters 
that are almoft univerfally underftood. It is e. 
qually true of the pleafing and the fober paflions, 
that they leave their fignatures upon the counte- 
nance when they ceafe to act; the prevalence 
of thefe paflions, therefore, produces a mecha- 
nical effect upon the alpect, and gives a turn and 
a caft to the features, which make a more favou- 
rable and forcible immpreflion upon the mind of 
others, than any charm produced by mere ex- 
ternal caules. 


Neithcr does the beauty which depends upon 
temper and fentiment, equally endanger the pof- 
feflor : it is, to ufe>an eaftern metaphor, like 
the towers of a city, not only an ornament buta 
defence. Ifit excites defire, it at once controuls 
and refines it; it reprefles with awe, it foftens 
with delicacy, and it wins to imitation. 


Let it then be remembered, thet none can be 
difciples of the graces, but in the fchool of Vir- 
tue; and that thofe who wilh to be lovely, mui 
learn early to be good, 


















LORENZO AND VIOLETTA, 


A MATRIMONIAL TALE. 


FAMILY divifions frequently {pring from very immate- 
ria} accidents, which gather {trength by repetition, till 
they are augmented in fu formidable a manner, a3 to fweep 
before them all the domeitic virtue, and abolith all the 
amiable tendernels, ior which woman was intended by the 
Divine Creator. L have been a trequent {pectator of fuch 
fvenes of intelicity. Where Iwas in moft expeétation of 
finding the celeftial feeds ef connubial happinefs flourifhing 
inexquilite beauty, there have | been the molt difappointed. 
lattead of beholding a paradile, I have found nothing 
bata garden of noxiows weeds; which occafions me to 
publifi che following obfervations. For thefe may be of 
utility to facieiy: as, by holding up the mirror to the 
view of inadvertency, they may affright her with her own 
dk rormicy. 

Lorcazo and Violetta have been married upwards of 
three years: they were equally matched, both in refpect 
of fortuve and age; the one being fufliciently affluent 
for the purchafe, and the other {or the enjoyment, of the 
nuptials, they entertained a reciprocal affection. She 
was all tondnels, he all indulgence, But their intimacy, 
inttead of increafing, diminithed their mutual regard. 
hier beauty, the move it was familiar to his eye, grew the 
lets attractive to his heart ; and his converfation grew lefs 
engaging, the more jhe partook of the natural levity of 
hertex, He renewed his Bacchapalian acquaintance : fhe 
found more pleaiure in difcharging her vilits, than her 
domeliic offices. In fhort, both beeame unintentionally 
indifferent ; their meals were irregular ; their converiation 
little ; till at latt, their affections feemeéd dwindled away 
to nothing but aceremenial complaifance, 

Nature was foon more predominant than the ties of 
gentility, or the rules of decency. Their tempers were 
perpetually burlting the formality. of referve ; trivial acci- 
dents gave alternate uneafinels to one or the other; which 
were productive of fuch difputes as often terminated ina 
fhynefs for two, aud fometimes for three, days together 
Though they were both fofar eftranged from the lambent 
flame of love, their difagreement very frequently exhibited 
a conviction of their honelty, by a recollection which juft 
ferved to blow up the dormant embers of affedtion ; but 
{till they were continuaJly manifefting the diiference of 
their tempers. Fhey were both haftily paflionate; he 
was fometimes furlily ill natured, while fhe was too apt to 
conceive what he never intended. They were both fenfible 
of their folly, yet they ftill perfilted in their obitinacy : if 
he (poke warm, fhe reddened with the glow of anger ; if 
he was defirous of tranquility, the grew turbulent. The 
vanity of pedigree, end the oftentation of fortune, were 
often handled backwards and forwards ; this ufhered to 
indecercy trom him, and Ieft her abandoned to a mifguid. 
ed paffion. 

Reiterated quarrels aggravated their quarrels; he- 
frequently {wore, the raifed ; and blows enfued. She felt 
the effects of his violence, he bore the marks of her fury. 
When their paffions abated, the fat penfively venting the 
gufhiog forrows from her eyes, he grew mollified; and, 
after innumerable carefles,re. compofed her agitated {pirits, 
The quarrel renewed their tendernefs: they gently ups 
braided themfelves, confefled their folly, refolved to oppofe 
the excurfions of paffion, and for fome time lived with all 
the appearance of durable felicity. Bat when paffion has 
oace got the head, reafon vainly attempts to guide the 
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rein. Though Lorenzo and Violetta, on the repetition of 
every quaree], became fenfible of their fmothered affection, 
yet they never endeavoured to light up the extinguifhed 
lamp of Hymen, They continued their intemperate fal- 
lies; and were at la(t fo babituated to fuch an ignomini- 
ous cuftom, as to give anunbounded loole to their paffion 
before company, till they are now become the derifion of 
all their acquaintance. 

Asf have régard for Lorenzo, 1 have taken an oppor 
tunity of expatiating with him on hisindifcretion : he ac- 
knowledges his imprudence, profefled the firongelt affec- 
tion for his wife, and folemnly avows his fidelity to the 
nuptial bed. Violeta is alfo fenfible of her erroneous be- 
havior, efteems her hufband, and wears the throne of 
chaftity on her brow, They are equally confcious of their 
faults, are equally forry for them, and feem equally defir~ 
ous of correéting them but they are fo absolutely devoted 
towthe {tdrms of paffion, as to be“equally incapable of exe- 
cuting thofe falutary refolutions, which they are thorougi« 
ly fentible can alone give pleafure, to the bridal-bed, hapi 
pinefsto the prime of life, and comfort to the declentfion 
of age, > 

What a melaneholy refleion is this ! That two perfons, 
once united by the filken band of love, fhould difown its 
empire, for the gratification of fome ridiculous humor, is 
mott aftonifhing! that two perfons, who could: fo eafily 
enjoy the beatirudes of life, fhould fo voluntarily banifh 
themfelv:s from the flowery road of happinefs, is amazing, 
But their conduct ferves only to evince this golden maxim ! 
That reafon is the beft gift of Nature; for, without her 


facred influence, monarchs in their places are leis happy’ 


than peafants in their cottages. 





THE SLAVE. ' 


THE fan, declining pafs’d the weftern hills, 

And gentle breezes curl’d the winding rills, 
The moon in filent majefty arofe, 

And weary negroes fought for calm repofe. 
Scorch’d by the burning fun’s meridian ray, 

All with’d refrefhment from the blaze of day— 
But one unhappy flave opprefs’d with care, . 
O'erwhelm’d with ain, and mad with fell defpair, 
Forfook the grove. On Afric’s burning there 
Fle'd left his friends, his abfence to deplore ; 

His wife, his children, in their native land, 
(Subjected to a tyrant’s curs’d command) 

In poverty and wretchedne(S retire ; 

Nor know the friend, the hufband, or the fire. 
Such fad refleétion never left bis breaft, 

His eyes forgot the balmy fweets of rei ; 

His tongue forgot to fing the fongs of joy, 

No more did mirth or love his hours employ ; 
Far from his country, from his native race, 

Far from his little children’s much Jov’d face, 
And doom'd to bear forever flav’ry’s chain, 

To grieve, to figh, alas! to live in vain, 


O, chriftian ! fiends to our unhappy race, 
Why do we wear thole enfigns of difgrace ? 
Did nature’s God create us to be flaves, 

Or is it pride, which God’s decree outbraves ? 
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Had he defign’d that we fhould not be free, 
Why do we know the {weets of liberty ? 


He could no more ; but eon on a rock, 
Whofe thaggy fides o’erhung the filver brook— 
Thence tumpling headlong down the {teepeft fide, 
He plung’d, determin’d, in the foaming tide, 

His mangled carcafe floated on the flood, 
And ftain’d the filver winding ftream with blood , 


ae 


SONNET TO AN INFANT. 
[From Low’s Poems, lately publithed.] 


MY little cherub, lovely blooming boy ! 
Whofe fweet endearments cantmy heart beguile ; 
Whofe antic fports, and accents infantile, 
From mufings fad can ’wake my foul to joy. 
O’er thy lov'd features plays the dimpling fmile, 
And health now mantles in thy downy cheek ; 
But thou art yet.a babe ; and very weak 
Are all thy facalties ; dear, fragile germe 
Of future man, that heav'n-afpring worm ! 
If ficknefs menace thee, or aught moleft, 
Then all the father thrills in every nerve ; 

len fpeechlefs feelings agitate the breaft 
Which would its charmer cherifh and preferve, 


And there thy fondnefs clings, and there thou artca- 
refs’d. 
eas 





TO MISS E B 





BRIGHT as the radiant beams of morn 
She pafles o’er the plain, 
Tranfcendant fmiles her face adorn, 


The theme of ev’ry fwain. 


No artifice to that lov’d face 
More beauty could impart, 
Endow’'d with ev’ry heav’nly. grace 
To captivate the heart. 


Let not the breaft in forrow pine, 
That mourns for thee alone ; 

Oh! thed one cheering fmile divine 
And mark me for thine owa, 


What though, of riches not poflefs'd,, , , 
No fin’ries I reveal, 

A purer flame enchants my breaft 
Than fons of wealth can feel. 


¢ 
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Then come and blefs thy ******’s life 
Come to my lowly cell, 

There free from ev’ry worldly ftrife, 
In calm content to dwell. 


My little flocks that ftrew the ground, 
Will own thee for their guard, 

And fmiling paftures waving round, 
With plenteous crops reward. 


Then come and gracemy humble cot, 
And pafs the hours in love ; 
Tho’ thew of grandeur crown us not, 
The blifs of life we'll prove, 





COMMUNICATED. 


YE fair, poffeft of every charm 
To captivate the will, 

Whofe {miles itfelf can rage difarm, 
Whole frowns at once can kill. 


Say, will ye deign the verfe to hear, 
Where flatt’ry bears no part ! 

An honeft verfe that flows fincere, 
And candid from the heart. 


Great is your pow’r, but greater yet 
Mankind it muft engage— 

If, as you all can make a knot, 
Ye all could make a cage. 


Each Nymph a thoufand hearts may take, 
For who’s to beauty blind ? 

But to what end a pris’ner make, 
Unlefs you've ftrength to bind. 


Attend the counfel often told, 
Too often told in vain : 

Learn that beft art, the art to hold 
And back the lover’s pain. | 


Gametters to little purpofe win, 
Who lofe again as faft : 
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Though beauty may the charm begin, 
> Tis fweetne fs makes it laft. 





M13N 1NIMITY. 
FROM A LATE PARIS PAPER. 


THS refpsable Malaret was in his prifon repofing 
binfelf upon his bed of grief, when he heard aterrible 
cry from an adjoining chamber ; hearofe, and walked as 
falt ashis great age would permit to the chamber of the 
unhappy prifoner from whence it proceeded—and whom 
did he there fee but Lebois,* who had been brought to 
prifon that morning, and to whom they had forgotten to 
bring the ordinary ration of provilions—Haunger tor 
mented horriole, and drew from him piercing cries as ex 
cited the attention and pity of Malaret. It was in vain 
that he reprefented to hintat this late hour (ten o'clock 
nixic) cary would bring him nothing to eat : Lebois 
looked at him with eyes wild as fire, and then began to 
howl like a wild bealt—Come with me, faid the old maa 
I can give you fomething to comfort you; he took him 
by his arm and led him tohis chamber, where he opened 
a finall clofet and faid to him, there is what is left of my 
dinner, one half of a chicken, a piece of bread, and 
half a bottle of good old wine; eat, drink, and leave 
the reft to Providence, Lebois devoured all in the twink. 
ling of an eye, and was going to thank his benefactor, 
when he addrefled him in a folemn tone: Do you know, 
citizen Lebois, in what chamber you are? - No, anfwer- 
You are in the chamber of t 
king you fo cruelly 


ed he, coolly. hat unhappy 


There is the place where 
hung the crucifix, that was his only confolation inhislong 


fufferings, ‘There is the door where he ufed to go and 
fee his wife and children ; and there is the door through 
which he was conducted to the fcaffold ! 
all that to me, anfwered Lebois. 
whom you are fpeaking ? 





Well! what is 
And do you know to 
1 {peak to a brave man who 
has ju(t given me fomething to eat, that has faved ‘me from 
ftarving—but I know 'no more. You are {peaking to 
Malaret, archdeacon of Paris—one of thofe men you 
have never ceafed to perfecute as fo-many tigers, traitors, 


and confpirators. You fpeak toa man whom you—yogit 
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perfonally have twice tried to aflaffinate, and this fame 
man efteems himfelf happy to have rendered you a fmall 
fervice at the expence of lofing his dinner to-morrow. 

* This Lebois was one of the blood-thirfty monfters of 
Robefpierre’s reign. 





Baltimore. 


CONUNDRUM. 


Why is the newfpaper printed in this city, 
called * The American,’ like a Fifh-Woman ? 


Becaufe it is very abufive! 





Note to little Martin! 


You fay that Iafferted you were oncemy friend 
I faid you once avowed yourfelf fo—but I am’ 
now well convinced that you will avow almoft 
any thing. - 


You alfo fay thatI ufe every means to induce 





you to take noticeof ‘ The Baltimore Weekly 
| Magazine’—Pray did you not ‘ quiz’ me (as you 
| term it) firft, when you eulogized the talents of 
Mr. Prentifs, as editor of The Child of Pallas, 
and author of the tale of that poor foul “ Jen- 
ny Knight,’’—Indeed I wifh no notice from you 
my little cok-a-doodle doo boy—fo inftead of 
‘“* boring’’ me fuppofe you quiz the natives Jlick. 





A FOREIGNER went the other day toa 
certain tailor, and afked him how much cloth 
was neceflary for a fuit of clothes. He replied, 
twelve yards. Aftonifhed at the quantity, he 
went to another, who faid feven would be qvite 
fufficient. Not thinking of the exhorbitaacy of 
this demand, all his rage was againft the firlt 
tailor; fotohimhe went. ‘ How dare, you, 
fir, afk twelve yards of cloth,” faid he, ** to make 
me what your neighbor fays he can do for feven?’, 
“ Lord, fir!’ replied the man, “ my neighbo 








can eafily do it, he has but three children to 
clothe, I have 4x.” 
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CED 


A VERSION 


Of part of Osstan's Lamentation on the Death of Carmar- 


THE folitary thoughts are fad 

That croud on Offian’s tortur’d brain, 
While mem'ry comes in horrors clad 

To tell «¢ Ardelia’s chief is flaia.”” 


Calmar ! my fon, my much lov’d fon, 
Thy fleeting breath-hath fled away ; 
Not all the deeds which thou haft done, 
Death’s unrelenting arm could ftay. 


Thou wert a fun beam to thy friends, 
A flath of lightning to thy foes ; 
In war a hurricane, which rends 
The lofty forefts tow’ring rows. 


Prop of thy fire’s declining years, 
My aged bofom knew no woes, 
Whilft Calmar liv’d to footh the fears 
Jhat in a parent’s fancy rofe. 


But Offian now is left to mourn 
His only fon's untimely fate - 

To figh for joys which ne’er return, 
And patiently for death to wait. 


The field cheir foliage will renew, 

And fpring freth charms to nature give ; 
The {un will fimile thro’ drops of dew, 

But no green branch of mine fha}} thrive. 


When blood and carnage ftrew'd the plain, 
My fon triumphant led the way ; 

No thought of danger, fear or Pain 
Could his victorious ardour ft, y, 


Succefs infpir’d thy youthfal breaft, 
He fought to gain immortal] fame : 
And while the foe his power confeft, 
Their ranks recoil’d at Calmar’s name. 


But ah ! my hopes were fpent in vain, 
An arrow from leuvardo’s bow 
Bid him his native fkies regain, 
It laid the chief of heroes low. 
ALEXIS. 
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FROM A YOUNG LaDy, 
TO HER FRIEND. 


MY dear Clarinda would’ft thou know, 
Whence Hymen's facred bleflings flow; 
Attend my Jay and thou fhalt fee, 


The man that’s made for Jove and me. 


Nor wealth, nor perfon canimpart 
Thofe bleflings to the tender heart ; 
His mind the flowing {pring mutt be, 
‘That fheds the fireams of biifs for me, 


Whofe foul’s with ftedfat virtue fraught, 
Jnfpir'd with ev'ry noble thoughr, rs 
Conftant, generous, courteous, free, 

Be him whom fate defigns for me ; 


Let pure good nature in his breaft 
With kind compliance mildly reft ; 
His {prightly genius ever be 
Producing joys for love and me: 


Let him his paffions ever fway, 

Nor led by them from wifdom’s way, 
His mind ferenely calm and free, 
Shall fweetly reft with loveand me. 


Teeming with fentiments refin'd, 


Let godtike fcience teach his mind 
From objects low and mean to flee 


And toy with only love aud me. 5 


Thus let his folid reafon fhine 
Enlighten’d with a ray divine ; 
His foul O! ever let it be 
Enwrapt in virtue, love, and me ; 


A breaft with facred troth infpir’d, 

A foul with love of knowledge fir'd ; 
From prejudice and ign’rance free, 
Alone,is made for love and me. 





A FRAGMENT. 
STILL in the paths of virtue fleer, 
And not from paftor prefent ills defpair ; 
For bleffings ever wait on virtuous deeds, 
And though a late a fure reward fucceeds. 
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